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would write to Felicia about it, so grotesque
did it seem. But during breakfast he changed
his mind; he did not want to write to any-
body. He was perfectly happy as he was,
and he had a half-resentful feeling that he
wanted to be left alone, though it was impos-
sible for him to see that anyone was interfering
with him.

Mr. Williams drove him to Luton. He
enjoyed himself with the big, solid man in the
dog-cart. Everything about him was admir-
able, from the twinkling pearl buttons of his
cloth leggings to the old, torn driving glove he
wore on one hand, with the strong thumb
showing through. Boston admired the way
he bent forward from the waist with a hand
loosely poised on Ms hip, faintly clucking to
the horse. And when he told a bawdy story
of the lady of the big house a generation ago
and her coachman, without exactly enjoying it
for itself, Boston enjoyed sincerely the ease
with which he told it; it was a gesture as
natural as his leaning forward over the reins.
He felt that Williams, with his puckered eyes,
his untidy black moustache, his weathered
red skin, was a complete man; he was almost
proud to hold the reins when Williams de-
scended, every two or three miles, to get two